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logical treasures, and who had, up till then, been very successful
in inducing unscrupulous custodians to part with monastic
property. There were some antiques at Yuru which he also
coveted, so he made an offer. On being refused by the abbot
the man became more pressing. After repeated efforts at con-
vincing the would-be purchaser that the sacred property was
not for sale, the simple-minded old abbot thought that he might
make his peace by offering the gift of some delicious tea. It
seems that the collector was so chagrined at his failure to obtain
his curios that he threw the tea away in a rage.

We were tired after our fruitless journey, so we spent the
next day resting, except for a visit to the monastery. It proved
to be devoid of artistic interest. The chyagdzod, who exercised
his financial office in all the monastic houses under that abbot,
was a well-fed-looking person with small, pig-like eyes and an
insolent expression. We had set aside a few rupees as a con-
tribution for the new extension and in a weak moment we
handed them over to him. He hardly even made a pretence of
saying " Thank you,'* nor did he go in for any of the polite
attentions usual on meeting strangers, and, acme of impolite-
ness, he failed to offer us a cup of tea! This is reckoned great
negligence among the Tibetans, an unpardonable offence against
the code; and it was aggravated by the fact that he was aware
that we had ridden hard and far in order to visit his own
superior. His bad manners were the more noticeable, in that
this was the only occasion, during all our meetings with Tibetans
or kindred peoples, when we were not treated with hospitality
and politeness.

It was in the course of the return journey that we almost
charged into the middle of a herd of bharal. We were traversing
a mountainside and had just crossed a rib into a dip when we
found ourselves among them. The wind must have been
peculiarly favourable to have thus concealed our scent. The
whole herd, which included a number of magnificent males, and
also some charming young ones, charged away at a great pace
over the slopes and in a very few minutes were no more than
tiny moving dots in the distance, I hope that anyone who may
be tempted to shoot in the district may, both out of pity for the
animals themselves and in consideration for the scruples of the
inhabitants, substitute the camera for the gun. That should
tax the skill and endurance of the keenest hunter!